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Humphrey Van Weyden, erlthe and dilet-
tante, Ninds himwelf aboard the weallng
#chooner Ghost, Captaln Wolf Larsan,
bound to Japan waters.  The captaln
tmiukes him cabln boy “for the good of his
)" The vcockney rconk, Murridge. Is
Jealous mnd hages hin. Wolf hazes A sea-
man and makes It the basin for . pnll-
ogophle discussion with Tlump, Cooky and
Hump whet knfves at each other, Hump's
Intimacy with Wolf {ncronses, A carmival
of brutnlity breake loose i the ship. Wolf

proves himself the master briuti Hump.
Aenpite hin protoxt, Ik meels mate on the
hell-ship und proves b nis condiet In a

blow that hie has loarned “to stiand on his
own Ifgn” Two men deseri the vessel
In one of the wmall bopts, A young worn-
MmN and four men. survivors of a sleamor
wreck, are rescued from m small  bout
The deserters are alghted, but Waolf stunds

Awny and leaves them to drown Maudse
Hrowster, the rescued girl, und Van
Weydgn find they know emch oihier's
work. ‘They talk together of & world alien

tn Walr, aude pees  Mugridgas towed

bverside in n howline (o give him & bath

his foot bitten off by a nhark as he
hauled aboard HShe Dogine to reallzs
or dnnger nt the hands of Walf Vaun
Veydon roalizes that he loven Muaude.
Wolt's brother, Denth Larsen. comes oh
the seuling grounds In the steam senlet
Macedonia nnd hlankets Wolf's boats, wo
Fleallng Bia cateh. Death Larsen “hoge®
thoe sea ngnin and Wolf cuptures one of
b bouis with 1tw men

CHAPTER XX|—Continued,

He dropped down to the deck and
rasted his rifle across the rall, The
hullets we had received had traveled
nearly a mile, but by now we had cut
tiat distance in half. He fired three
enreful shots. At the third the boat
stoerer let loose hig steering-onr and
erumpled up in the bottom of the boat,

“} guess that'll ix them,” Wolf Lar-
sen said, rising to his feol, “1 couldn't
afford to let the hunter have it, and
there 18 a chance the boat-puller
doesn't know how to steer. In which
case, the hunter cannot steer and
shoot at the same time.”

His roasoning was justified, for the
boat rushed at once Into the wind and
the hunter sprang aft to take the boat-
steerer's place. There was no more
shooting, though the rifles were still
cracking merrily from the other boats.

The hunter had managed Lo get the
boat before the wind sgain, but we ran
down upon It, going at least two feet
p its one. A hundred yards away, |
#aw the boat-puller pass a rifie to the
hunter. Wolf Larsen went amidships
and took the cofl of the throat-halyards
from its pin. Then he peered over the
rall with leveled rifle. Twice | saw the
hunter lot go tha steering-oar with ona
khand, reach for his rifle, und hesitate,
We were now alongside and foaming
past,

“Here, you!" Wolf Larsen cried sud-
denly to the boat-puller. "Take a
turn!™

At the same time he flung the cofl

rope. It struck fairly, nearly
ocking the man over, but he did not
obey, Inatead, ha looked to his hunter
for orders. The hunter, in tyrn, was
in a gquandary. His rifle was between
Bis knees, but if he let go the steer
ing-our in order to shoot, the boat
Jwould sweep around and colllde with
_ﬁm schooner. Also he saw Wolf Lar-
#un'a rifle bearing upon him and knew
he would be shot ere he could gat his
rifle into play.

"Take a turn,” he sald quletly to tho
man.

The boat-puller obeyed, taking a turn
around the lttle forward thwart and
paying the line as it jerked taut. The

sheored out with a rush, and the
unter steadled it to a parallel course
some twenty feel from the side of the
Ghost.
‘ “Now get that sall down and come
alongside!” Wolf Larsen ordered,

Once aboard, the two prisoners
boisted In the boat and under Wolf
Larsen’s dirsction carried the wound-

_od boat-steerer down into the fore

tle.

“If our five boats do as well as you
mund I bhave done, we'll have a protty
full crew.” Wolf Larsen sald to me.

“T'he man you shot—he is, I hope—"
Maud Brewster quavered,

“In the shoulder,” he answered,

*Nothing serfous. Mr. Van Weyden
will pull him around as good as ever In
three or four weeks."
I "But he won't pull those chaps
mround, from the look of it,” he added,
pointing at the Macedonia's third boat,
for which 1 had been wsteering and
which was now nearly lbreu& of us.
“That's Horner's and Smoke's work. 1
told them we wanted live men, not
carcasses, But the joy of shooting to
kit 18 & most compelling thing, when
once you've learned how to shoot. Ever
experienced it, Mr. Van Weyden?”

I shook my head and regurded their
work. It bad Indeed been bloody, for
they bad drawn off and joined our
other three boats in the attack on the
remaining two of the enemy.
serted boat was In the trough of the
pea, rolling drunkenly across each
fomber, ita loo#s apritsall out at right
mugles to it and fluttering and Napping
in the wind. 'The hunter and boat-
puller were both lying awkwardly In
the bottom, but the boatsteerer Iay
‘moross the gunwale, half In and half
sut, his arms trailing in the water and
Bis head rolling from side to side.

“Don't look, Miss Brewster, please
don't 1ook,” 1 bad begged of her, and 1
wius g'ad that she had minded me and
Boen spared the sight,

“Head right inte the bunch, Mr. Van
Woyden,” was Wolf Larsen's com-
srand.

As he drew mesrer, the firlng ceased,
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and wo saw that thy fight was over.
The romaining two boats had heen cap:
tured by our five, and the seven were
grouswd together walting to be ploked
up.

“Lock at that!" I erled Involuntarily,
pointing to the northeast.

The blot of smoke whieh Indicated
the Macedonin's position had re
appoared

“Yesu, U've been watching it," was
Wolt Larsen's calm reply. He meas
|ured the distance away to the fop
bank and for an Instant paused to feel
the welght of the wind on his cheok,
‘We'll make It, | think; but you can
depend upon it that blessed brother of
mine has twigged our little game and
| I8 Just achumping for us. Ah, look at
that!"”

The blot of smoke had suddenly
grown larger, and it was very black

“I'll beat you out, though, brother
mine,” he chuckled. “I'll beat you out,
and [ hope you no worse than that you
rack your old engines into serap.”

CHAPTER XXII.

When we hove to, a hasty though or-
darly confusion ralgned. The boats
came aboard from every uside at once,
An fast as tho prisoners came over
the rail they were marshaled forward
into the forecastls by ovxr hunters,
while our saflors heaasted In the boats,
pell-mell, dropping them anywhere up
on the deck and not stopping to lash
them. Wa ware already under way, all
salls set and drawing, and the sheets
boing slacked off for & wind abeam, as
the last boat lifted clear of the water
md swung In the tackles,

There was need for haste. The

Macedonia, belching the blackest of
smoke from her funnel, was charging
down upon us from out of the north-
enst, Neglecting the boats that re-
mained to her, she had altered her
colrse &0 as to anticipate ours. She
was not running stralght for us, but
nhead of us. Our courses were con-
verging like the sldes of an angle, the
vertex of which was at the edge of the
fog-bank. It was there, or not at all,
that the Macedonia could hope to cateh
us, The hope for the Ghost lay in
that she should pass that point before
the Macedonia arrived at it
"Better get your rifios, you fellows "
Wolf Larsen called to our hunters:
and the five men lined the lee rall.
guns in hand, and walted,
The Macedonla was now but a mile
away, the black smoke pouring from
her funnel at a right angle, so madly
she raced, pounding through the sea at
A seventeen-knot galt—"'Sky-hooting
through the brine,'" as Wolf Larsen
quoted while gazing at her.  We were
not making more than nine knots, but
the fog-bank was very near.

A puff of smoke broke from the
Mueedonia’s deck, wo heard a heavy
report, and a round hole took form in
the stretched canvas of our mainsall,
They were shooting at us with one of
the small eannon which rumor had
sald they carrled on board. Our men,
clustoring amidships, waved thelr
hats and raised a derisive cheer, Agaln
there was a puff of smoke and a loud
report, this time the cannon ball strik-
ing not mora than twenty foet astern
and glancing twlce from sea to sea to
windward ere It sank.

But there was no riflefiring for the
reason that all thelr hunters were out
in thoe boats or our prisoners. When
the two vessels wera hall a mile apart,
a third shot made another hole in our
malinaail. Then we entered the fog, It
was about us, veiling and hiding us in
Its dense wet gauzo.

The sudden transition was startling,
The moment bofore we had been leap-
ing through the sunshine, the clear
sky ubove us, the sea breaking and
rolling wide to the horlzon, and a ship,
vomiting smoke and fire and fron mis
glles, rushing madly upon us. And at
once, as In an instant's leap, the sun
was blotted out, there was no sky,
even our mastheads wore lost to view,
and our horizon wus such as tear-blind-
ed eves may soce,

It was woird, strangely welird, 1
looked at Maud Brewster and knew
that she was slmilarly affected. Then
1 looked at Wolf Larsen, but there was
nothing subjective about his state of
consclousness. His whole concern was
with the immediate, objective present,
He still held the wheel, and 1 felt that
he was timlng time, reckoning the
passage of the minutes with each for.
ward lunge and leoward rvoll of the
Ghost

“Go for'ard and hard-a-lee without
any nolse” he sald to me in a low
volea, “Clow up the topsalls first. Set
men at all the sheets, Let there be no
rattling of blocks, no sound of volces
No noise, understand, no nolse,"

When all was ready, the word “hard-
a-lee” was paseoed forward to me from
mun to man, and the Ghost heeled
ahout on the port tack with practically
no noise at all. And what little there
was—the slapping of & few reefpoints
and the creaking of a sheave (n a block
or two—was ghostly under the hollow

echoing pall In which we were
awathad,
We had scarcely filled away, It

secmed, when the fog thinued abruptly
and we were again in the sunshine, the

to the skyllne. Hut the coels wa

.-

R S

wide-strotching sea broaking before uﬁ

bare. No wrathful Macedonia broke
Ita surface nor blackened the sky with
her smoke.

Wolf Larsen at once squared away
and ran down along the rim of the fog-
bank., His trick was obvious, He had
enterad the fog to windward of the
ateamer, and while the steamer had
| blindly driven on into the fog in the
chance of catching bim he had come

about and out of his sheltor and wasa |

now running down to reenter to lee
| ward, Suceessiul In this, the old simlie
of the needlo In the haystack would be
| mild Indesad compared with his hroth.
er's chance of finding him,

He did not run long. Jibing the fore
and maln sails and setting the topsalls
| sgaln, we headed back into the bank.,
|An we entersd 1 could bave aworn |
saw a vagus bulk emerging to wind-
ward. | looked quickly at Wolf Lar
sen,  Already we  were  ourselves
buried fn the fog, but he nodded his
head. He, too, had seen it—the Mace-
donla, guessing his maneuver and fall
ing by a moment In anticlpating it
There was no doubt that we had os-
capod unseen.

“T'd pglva five hundred dollars,
though,” Waolf Larsen sald, “just to be
aboard the Macedonia for five minutes,
Hetening to my bLrother curse.”

“And now, Mr. Van Wavden,” he
pald to me when he had been rellaved
from the wheel, "we must make thesa
newcomers welcome. Serve out plenty
of whisky to the hunters and see that
a few bottles slip for'ard. I'll wager
every man Jack of them is over the
s#lde tomorrow, hunting for Wolf Lar
gen as contentedly as ever they hunted
for Death Larsen.”

Wolf Larsen took the distribution of
the whisky off my hands, and the bot-
tles began to make their appearance
while I worked over the fresh bateh of
wounded men in the forecastle. 1 had
seen whisky drunk, but never as these

was fMushed and vivacious, Her wit
was plnying keenly, and she was anjoy
Ing the tiit as much as Wolf Larsen,
and he was enjoying it hugely. For
some reason. though | know not why,
in the argument, so utterly had 1 lost
it in the contemplation of vne stray
brown lock of Maud's hair, he gquotad
from Iseult at Tiutagel, where she
| Bays

Bilegrad nm 1

horeln,

Thet bevand all born wormen a Iny sin.
And perfect my transgression

beyond women aven

As he had read pessimiam {into
Omar, so now he read triumph, sting-
ing triumph and exultation. into Swin-
burne's lines, And he read rightly,
und he read well. He had hardly
veaged reading when Louls put his
Itead Into the companionway and whis-
pered down

"Be easy, will ye? The fog's lifted,

a1' ‘tls the port light iv & steamer
that's crossin’ our bow this bleaged
minute.”

Wolf Larsen sprang on deck, and so
swiftly that by the time we followed
him he had pulled the stecrage-slide
over the drunken clamor and was on
his way forward to close the forocas-
tle-scuttle, The fog, though it re-
mained, had lifted high, whera it ob-
scured the stars and made the night
quite black. Directly ahead of us |
could see a bright red light and a white
lght, and | could hear the pulsing of a
steamer’s engines. Beyond a doubt it
was the Macedonia.

Wolf Larsen had returned to the
poop, and we stood in a sgllent group,
watching the lights rapidly cross our
bow,

“Lucky for me he doesn't carry a
searchlight,” Wolf Larsen said.

“What if I should ery out loudly?”
1 queried in a whisper.

“It would be all up,” he anawered.

“But have you thought upon what

| would immediately happen?"

Before 1 had time to express uny de-
gire to know, he had me by the throat
with his gorilla grip, and by a faint
quiver of the muscles—a hint, as It

that would surely have broken my
neck. The next moment he had re-
leasod me and we were gazing at the
Macedonin's lights.

“What if 1 should cry out?” Maud
asked.

“l like you too well to hurt youn," he
said softly—nay, there was & tender-
ness and a caress in his volce that
made me wince. “But don't do it, just
the same, for I'd promptly break Mr.
Van Weyden's neck.”

“Then she has my permission Lo ery
out,” 1 sald defiantly.

|
'wnre——hn suggested to me the twist
|
]
|

[ “1 hardly think you'll care to sacri-

fice the Dean o' American Lett#rs the
Second,” he sneered,

Wa #gpoke no more, though we had
become too used to one another for the
sflence to be awkward; and when the
red light and the white had disap-
peared we returned to the cabin to
finish the interrupted supper,

The Macedonia Was Now but a Mile
Away.

men drank it, from panniking and
mugs, and from the bottles—great
brimming drinks, each one of which
was in iteell a debauch. But they did
not stop at one or two, They drank
and drank, and evar the bottles slipped
forward and they drank more.

The steerage, where were two
wounded hunters, was a repotition of
the forecastle, except that Wolf Lar.
#en was not belng cursed; and it wus
with a great rellef that I again
emerged on deck and went aft to the
eabin. Supper wans ready, and Wolf
Larsen and Maud were waiting for me.

While nll his ship was getting drunk
a8 fast as it could he remained sober.
Not a drop of liguor passed hls lps,
He did not dare it under the circum-
stances, for he had only Louls and me
to depend upon, and Louls was even
now at the wheel. We were salling on
through the fog without a lookout and
without lights, That Wolf Larsen had
turned the liguor loose among his men
surprised me, but he evidently knew
their psychology and the best method
of cementing In cordiality what had
begun in bloodshed,

His victory over Death Larsen
soemod to have had a remarkable ef-
fect upon him, The previous evening
hoe had reasoned himself into the blues,
and 1 had been walting momentarily
for one of his charncteristic outhursts
Yot he discovered himself in splendid
trim when 1 entered the cabin. He had
had no headaches for weeks, his eyes
were clear blue ag the sky, his bronze
wias beautiful with perfect heallh;
life swelled through his veins in full
and magnificent flood. While walting
for me he had engaged Maud in ani
matod digcussion. He seomed voluble,
prone to speech as [ bad never seen
him before. The discussion was on
love and, as usual, his was the sheer
materialistie side, and Maud's was the
idealistie. For myself, beyond & word
or 80 of suggestion or correction now
and again, 1 took no part,

tHe was brilliant. but so was Maud,
and for some time T lost the thread of
the converaation through studying her
fanece ns she twlked, It was o face that
rardaly disuieyed color, but tenight it

If ever Wolf Larsen attained the

{ summit of llving, he attained it then.

From time to time 1 forsook my own
thoughts to follow him, and | followed
in amazo, mastered for the moment by
his remarkable Intellect, under the

| spell of his passion, for he was preach-

ing the passion of revelt. It was in-
evitable that Milton's Luecifer should
be instanced, and the Keenness with
which Wolf Larsen analyzed and de-
pieted the character was a revelation
of his stified genius. It reminded me
of Talne, vet [ knew the man had
never heard of that brilllant though
dangerous thinker,
(10 BE CONTINUED.)

Stevenson as a German Spy.

It is Interesting, says the London
Chronicle, to recall that Stevenson
has recorded his Imprisonment In
France as a German spy, so foreign
looking was he Iin appearance, An-
drew Lang found his appearance at
twonty-elght was anything but that
of n Scotaman, and the same difficulty
pursued the mnovelist through ite,
more ospecially on the continent,

“It {s » great thing, belleve me,” he
wrote in the Inland Voyage, "to pre-
gont & good normal type of the natlon
you belong to,” and, as he says in the
game chapter, 1 might come from any
part of the globe, it seems, except
from where 1 do."

Salt Water Improves Coal,

In recovering cargoes of coal from
sunken vessels it has been discovered
that the combustion of coal I8 fm-
proved by submergénce in salt water.
Coal subjocted to the action of sea-
water for & number of years will burn
almost entirely away, leaving only a
small amount of ash and no clinkers.
Crates of coal, each holding approxi-
mately two tons, were submerged by
the Rritish admiralty In 1903, and at
different times since certain of them
have been ralsed and experiments con-
ducted. The tests all have been in
favor of the salt-water treatment.

Her Political Views.

“Jane, 1 have discovered that our
new cook has decided views about
the policy in the E&st.

“John, what do you mean?"

“She belleves in the gradual dierup-
Illon of chinn.”

The Master’s Re-

ception Evening

By REV, HOWARD W, POPE
of the Mm...l_\: Bible Institute

‘ t of Chicago
-\.-..--.-...-u.w-.-..n-...-_é-l-
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TEXT—Not forsaking the assembling of
ourselves together —Heby 10025,

I. The ideal prayer meeting never
happens, If It is a good meeting, some-
hody has put
prayer and
thought and work
into It. The laws
of grace are as
rigld, and as re
liable, too, as the
lawe of nature.
“Heaven may be
had for the ask-
ing,"” says the poet,
but the ideal
prayer meating
cannot, It is as
true here as else-
where that “what-

BOOVEr A man sow-
eth, that shall he
algo reap.”

Hence the leader should prepare
carefully. The hymnsg can be select-

ed: one person can be asked to pray
for the sick, another for the absent,
i and so on. Attention to details helps
immengely. Bul efpecially should the
| leader wait upon God in prayer until
| his heart burns with love, and his soul
I8 sensitive to the faintest whisper
of the Holy Spirit. If athletes train
for a boat race or a ball game, simply
to secure the applause of people, sure-
Iy the Christian can afford to train for
o spiritual confliet where all the forces
of heaven and hell are arrayed against
ench other, where eternal destinies are
at stake, and where overy part of the
sorvice §s watched with Keenest so-
Heitude by “so great a cloud of wit-
nesses."” -

Not only the leader, but all the mem-
bers should prepare. Let them read,
think and pray over the subject. Let
them deny themselves daily, for a
godly life §8 the best preparation for
an ideal meeting. Let them gather up
apiritual strength all the week and
concentrate it upon this service, mak-
Ing it the supreme hour of the week,
the hour

When heaven comes down our souls to
greet,
And glory crowns the marcy-geat,

1I. The ideal prayer meeting has an
object as well as a subject—a definite
object, never to be forgotten by the
leader or the workers.

What is that subject? It is noil
simply to have an interesting mesting
A service may be interesting, and yet
ba so devoid of spirituality as to sug
gest only, “sounding brass and tinkling
cymbals,” The real object is te
awaken spiritual emotion, to bring the
soul face to face with God, to kindle
fires of devotion until the altar is all
ablaze with the sacrifice of wlilling
hearts, and there comes over the audi
ence that indescribable thrill and holy
husgh which betokens the presence of
(God, and which makes every hearl
ready to say, “O God, thy will be
done.”

This is the truo object of a prayer
meeting—to bring every soul to the
point where it is willing to do its duty,
g0 that deciglons may be made and re
sults may be secured, right then and
there. At the close of a meeting
where the theme was temperance the
tide of feeling rose so high that 64
young men and women signed a totals
abstinence pledge and thereby com-
pletely revolutionized the temperance
sentiment of that church.

Whatever the subject of the meot-
ing, never lose sight of the object.
Feeling which does not lead to action
is of questionable value,

ITI. The ideal meeting is cheerful,
social and hearty. Have a bright car-
pet on the floor, appropriate pictures
on the wall, flowers on the table, and
the room seated with chairs, Make it
look as little llke a church, and as
much like a home as possible, Lay
off hats, wraps and overshoes.

Have a "smile"em-up committee' at
the door to welcome strangers and to
distribute the audience widely—the
small boys apurt from ench other, the
workers near the unconverted, and the
timid ones near the more spiritual

Into this "rest for the weary"” come
with your thanksgiving and rejolcing.
Make the welkin ring with song, Let
the most spiritual members lead in
prayer until a strong devotional at-
mosphere has been created, which will
make it easy for anyone to confess
Christ.

Be cheerful! Paul had his discour-
agements, but he kept them to him-
self. Cultivate the habit of handshalk-
Ing, and do not walt for an introduc-

tion, In short, strive to be

Oge of the spirit chosen by heaven to
turn

The sunnyside of things to human eves,

v IV, The ideal meeting I8 one in

which all take part. There are some
things that He within the reagh of all,
You can fill up the front seats, and
thus support the leader., You can
gpeak early In the meeting, and one
sontence then 18 worth a dozen later
on,

Anyone can repeat n verge of Scrip-
ture, and if it is selected with care
and prayer, God will use it to strength-
an the saints and to carry conviction
to sinners. Nemember that the Word
of God is the sword of the Bpirit. Use
It for a purpose, and expect results,

SONE WESTERN CAVADA
GHAN REPORT

In its issue of February 24th, 1918,
the Wadena (Minn.) Pioneer Journal

has the following

Oats letter from Waest-
115 Bushels orn Canada written
Per Acre. by Walter Gloadey,
who s renowing

his subseription to his home paper:
“The timea we are having up here
are very good in spite of the war, 1
have had very good crops this fall
und we are having very good markots
for It all. Whenat went from 30 to 60
bu. to the acre, oats from 50 to 100 bu,
to the acre. I had an 18-acre fleld of
oatls which ylelded me 115 bu. per acre
by machine measure, so I think this
I8 a pretty prosperous country. [
hava purchased another quarter gec-
tion, which makes me now the owner
of threequarters of a eection of
land. The weather was very nice this
fall up to Christmas, then we had quite
gevere weather, but at the present
time it Is very nice again.”

T lived many years in Alberta; filed
f homestead in the Edmonton district;
own property In

One of the goveral parts of Al-
Best Countries | berta, 1 found it
| Ever Saw, one of the best

countries [ ever
saw; lts banking system s better than
that of the United States; one quarter
geotion I own, with about $4,000.00
worth of improvements, pays $18.00 a
year taxes. All tax {s on the land; im-
plements and personals are not taxed.
I was gecretarv-treasurer of Aspelund
gchool district for two years. My du-
ties were to asgess all the land {n the
district, collect the tax, expend it (31,
000,00 a year), hire a teacher, ete., for
the sum of 225.00 & year., Some econ-
omy, eh!

“All school and road taxes ars ex-
pended in the districts where they are
collected. There are no other taxes.
Land titles are guaranteed by the gov-
ernment and an abstract costs fifty
cents. Half of the population of Al-
berta are Americans or from Eastern
Canada, (Sgd.) WILL TRUCKEN-
MILLER.,” Advertisement.

Important Personage.

Tom—Why were you so extremely
polite to that old man? 1Is he a rich
relative?
Jack—Sh-h-h!
tive father-in-law,

That 18 my prospec

One or the Other.
Binks—1 saw Jones yesterday and
he is gotting quite gray!
Links—Age or aulo.

= ——

HOW MRS, BERN
MET THE GRISIS

Carried Safely Through Change
of Life by Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vecetnb‘n Compcund.

T p—

Nashville, Tenn.—*“When I was going
through the Change of Life I had a tu-~
yPRor 6s large as a

child’s head. The
doctor said it waa
three years coming
|and gave me medi-
cine for it until 1
was called away
from the city for
some time. Of
course I could not
go to him then, so
my sister-in-law told

LI 2 me that she thought
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound would cure it. It helped both
the Change of Life and the tumor and
when I got home 1 2id not need the doctor.
I took the Pinkham remedies until the
tumor was gone, the doctor said, and I
have not felt it since. 1 tell every one
how 1 was cured. If this letter will
help others you are welcome to use it."’
—Mrs. E. H. BEAN, 525 Joseph Avenue,
Nashville, Tenn.

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, & pure remedy containing the
extractive properties of good old fash-
foned roota and herbs, meets the needs
of woman's system at this critical period
of her life. « Try it

If there isany symptom in your
case which purzles you, write to
the Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine

Jo., Lynn, Mass,

Don’t Persecute

Your Bowels

Cut out cathartics
brutal, harsh, ulmt:.:‘;-y.p“ (37

CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS

Purely vegetable. Act

gently on the liver,

eliminate bile, and
cats

They are

soothe the
embrune of the
e:.. Care

g

ache u-J‘. Indigestion, as milllons know.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature

PlTE"Ts Patent Lawyer, Waaliingion,
DU, Advios and books [rea,

Bates roasotuabin. Highest references, Host sorvices

Wa II?I i. Coleman,

In Calorado, on milroad; by river
Inlgﬂ‘ad Flm vo |‘i1.n t?l “:l'r'uut.h. hot winds n:
eyelutim. M. W. Jousa, $i6 Marion B, Detver, Uolo,

GALLSTONES

Avuld pperstlopns, Posltlye remed y—
No 0l i—Renull . Wri ?1
g bt e FREE

WRemedy Co. ,Dapt. 80,219 5. Dessborn 5t Chicage




